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Love 


Author's Notes: 

I'm obviously procrastinating on my finals because this is my second fic up in 3 days. Thought of Joe and Sav 
bickering over hair and this fic came out of that. Plus, | really wanted to write a story in present-day of Joe 
and Sav still sickeningly in love, so this takes place during the 2015 tour. Fluff as sweet as candy with a bit of 
smuttiness. Enjoy, thanks for reading! (Oh and the title's taken from DL's Invincible off their self-titled. Thought 


the time was appropriate.) 


‘| miss your long hair." Sav snorts. 


"Yeah, and | miss your mullet," he responds. Joe runs his fingers through Sav's short locks, a recent cut to 


make his hair look a little less ratty. 
"Oh, shut up about that. | try to forget about that ugly mop of hair," Joe says. 


"Maybe you should cut your hair too. We could both cut it even shorter and we could look like Phil." 


"He only looks like that because he's balding. How is it that Rick is the only one who still has a nice head of 


hair?" 
"He's the baby." Granted, Vivian is only a year older than Rick but somehow it makes sense to Sav. He turns 
back to his book, trying to convince himself that this fantasy story is more exciting than cuddling with Joe. 


He's only reading it because his sons did. 


Joe lets his hand rest in Sav's hair, twirling it around his fingers. He uses his phone in his other hand, playing 
some dumb game. He has the sound on, and that's all Sav can hear when he's trying to concentrate on reading. 


"Can't you find something else to do in your spare time? | thought you hated technology," Sav asks, looking up 
from the book 


"| do. But | hate reading. It means I'd have to wear glasses like you do," Joe replies. 

‘I've worn glasses for 20 years, love." 

| know. They look nice on you. But they make me look like an old man" 

"You are an old man" 

"Oh shut up." Sav really can't concentrate on reading when Joe's hand moves from his hair to his thigh. He's 
almost 55 years old, for crying out loud, yet he still feels stupid butterflies in his stomach whenever his best 
friend touches him. He would think that being with someone for 30 years would mean the honeymoon phase is 


over, but sometimes he feels like it's just started. 


"Okay, fuck it. | can't read tonight," Sav says, dog-earing the page and putting it on the nightstand. He grabs 
Joe's hand and takes it off his thigh so he can stand up and stretch. 


"What did you say about fucking?" Sav shakes his head and walks over to the bathroom door. He leans against 


the frame, crossing his arms to stare at Joe still on the bed. 

"lim going to take a shower. Care to join?" Sav asks. Joe looks up from his phone and the game noises stop. 
"lm fat and wrinkly." 

"My face doesn't move properly and I've got rolls. So? You still love me. At least, | hope you do." Even though 
Sav had his bout with Bell's palsy over 20 years ago, his hands still fly up to his face whenever he mentions 


it. It's a terrible habit. 


"Of course | do. Fine, l'm coming. Give me a second," Joe says, throwing his phone onto the bed. Sav grins and 


turns on his heel, going into the bathroom to start the water. 


The shower has always been their safe place, in a way. When they had to sneak around in the early tours or 
needed somewhere quiet, they turned to the showers. It hasn't always helped, considering their relationship was 
finally revealed when Steve caught them. There was no good explanation to answer the question of why they 


were both in the shower together when they had plenty of time before the show. 


There's something Sav loves about showers. They're calming and relaxing, and can take away all thoughts of 
stress for the next fifteen minutes. They're nice after a show with the stage lights and the thrill of 
performing making him feel disgusting. And on the other hand, they can be much too hot and exciting. 


Like now, with Joe fucking him. 


They don't do this much anymore, with Joe's knees and back bothering him. But a shower means standing up 
with something to lean against, and it feels better with the water cascading down their bodies. Sav's up against 
the wall, Joe facing him, and they've got their rocking motion down to a science. Joe gets his hand on Sav and 


he comes embarrassingly too soon, groaning. It's annoying to get old. 


Joe finally releases himself in Sav and they kiss for a few minutes, enjoying just being together. When you're 
on tour for a whole summer, with family occasionally coming to visit and having long, tiring days and nights, 
there's no time. There's never any time for Joe and Sav time. But tonight's a night off in a nameless hotel and 


Tomorrow's a driving day, so they've got plenty of time. 


They take turns washing each other's hair, remembering how they like it. Joe's gentle the whole time, 
massaging Sav's scalp. It's soothing, and Sav leans into Joe, tired from their previous events. Sav goes a little 
quicker when he's washing Joe's hair, only because he can feel his wrinkles getting wrinkles. They wash their 


bodies, Joe turns off the shower, and Sav gets out carefully because he can already feel an ache in his hip. 


God, he's getting old. 


"Do you think | can still carry you like | used to?" Joe asks as they're drying off. Sav finishes toweling his hair 


and looks over at him. 

"Joe, you did that when we were what, 26? You're going to mess up your back even more than you already 
have," Sav replies. Joe's talking about how he used to pick him up when they were younger and carry him 
around, when Sav was too exhausted to move. 

| carry my son around." 

"He's five." 

‘Oh, just come here." Sav practically yelps when Joe picks him up, wrapping his legs around his waist. He can 
tell Joe is struggling, even just walking from the bathroom to the bed, and he can't help but laugh. Joe drops 


him on the bed and lies down beside him. 


"That was one of the worst things you've done, love," Sav says, still laughing. It's nice to feel young again every 


now and then. 


"It was fun though. Come here." Sav curls up next to Joe, putting his head on his chest. Joe pulls the blankets 


over them to get comfortable. 
"There's one good part about my hair being short. It dries faster," Sav points out. 
"| still miss it. What else am | supposed to pull during sex?" 


"Pull your own hair, it's long enough." Joe reaches down and smacks Sav's bum, not too hard considering it still 


aches. 
"We have a long day tomorrow, don't we?" 


"Yep. So we should probably get some sleep then" Sav sighs, wishing he could lie like this forever. It sounds so 
cliche, but the bed is soft, Joe is warm, and he's content. 


Sav picks his head up and leans in, kissing Joe. Its a kiss that doesn't need a follow up or anything further. A 
kiss they'll share as they pass by each other in the hallway or a goodbye kiss before they go back to their 
homes and families. 


"Love you." 


‘Love you too." It's been 30 years and Sav doesn't think he'll ever stop falling in love with Joe every day. 


